
pkaptiti wicpfta Comi'dre. 

Sir T do inuite you too, you. (Ball not fay me nay ! pmcaveria 
A way, the gentles are at their game, and we will to our , c - 

Cfeat,0n ; ' , Exam, 

bnter Berowne with a paper m his hand, alone. 

BeroVe. The King he is hunting the Deare 
I am coutfing my fclfe* 

h'h^f m hCa f 0 -y 1C) I to y ,,n g in apyteh, pytA 
that defiles; defile, a foule worde : Well,. fee thee downe 

lorrovv; for fo they fay the foole fayd, and fo fay T, and I the 
f oole : W ell proued wit. By the Lord this Loue is as made! 
as Ataxpit kills Sheepe;itlciils mce, IaSheepe well prooued 
againe a my fide, I will not loue:; if Ido hang mee: i’fayrh 
I will not, O but her eye t by this light, butYor her eye, I 
would not loue her; yesfor her twoeyes. Welljdo nothin®- 
in the world but lie, and lie in my throate. By lieaucn I doc 
loue, and jfchath taught me to rime, and to be tnallicholie; 
and heere is part. of my Rime, and he ire my maU.ieholie, 
\Ve!l, fire hath one a ’my Sonnets already,the Clownebore , 
it, the 1 oole fent it, and the Lady hath it : JweeteCIowne, 
Tweeter Foole, Ivvecteit Lady. By the worlde, Iwoujdc not 
care a pin,ifthe odier three were in. Heere comes one with 
a.paper,God glue him grace to grone. 

He ftand.es a fide . . The ICmgentreth, 

Ting, Ay mce! 

Be. Shot by hcauenjproceed fvvect C/ipidfho'a halt thutnpt 
him with thy Birdbolt vnder the left papp : in fay th fecrcts, 
King, So fvveece akifTe the golden Sunnegiues nor. 

To thofefrt/h morning droops vpon the Role, 

Asthy eye bcames 3 when their frefh rayfehaue fmqt. 

T lie night of dew that on my cheekes dc>wne flowed 
Nor (Lines thefiiuerMoone one halfe fo bright. 

Through dhecranfparent bofoipeofthccfeepe, 

As doth thy face through teares of mine giue lights 
Thou ilmfl in euerie cearethatl do weepe, 

No drop bar as a Coach doth carri e thee; 

So ridel i thou triumphing in my vro, 

Dobutbcholde the teares thatfwcll in me, 

And they thy g!orie through my griefe wiH fhow$ 
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called Loues Labor s loft. 

But do not loue thy felfe,theii thou wi/1 keepe 
JVly teares to r gt a ri.e. s,a.n d (1 i i I, m ilk e in e weepe. 

O Qiccnc ofqueenes/howfarre dooft thou excell, 

No thought can thinke 3 itor tongue ofmortall tell. 

How fnail (he know my griefes.' lie drop the paper. 
Swecteleauesfhadefollie, Who is he comes heere? 

Enter LongamlL The Kingfiep a fide* 
What Longamllyznd reading ; lilten eare* 

Berov?. Now in thy hkenefle, one more foole appears 
Long- Ay mce! I am forfworne* 

Berow+ Why he comes in like a periure, wearing papers* 
-Long, In loue I hopeTweete fellow fhip in (Lame* 

Ber f One drunkard loues an other of the name* 

Long . Am I the firft that haue been periurd fo? 

Bre. I could put thee in comfort, not by two that I know, 
Thou makeft the:triumpherie,tbc corner cap offocietic. 
The fhape of Loues Tibijrnc,that hanges vp Simpliciue. 

Long* I feare thele Oubbornc lines lacke power to moue, 
O iweete aJddaru, Empreffe of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers will I teare,and write in profc* 

Tier. O Rimes are gardes on wanton Cupids hofe, 
Himgure not his Shop. 

X J < f; J T{,is !' ai ? efhall S°- ' -He-riades^e Sennet. 

/V • a ° t , t 16 heanenl >’ Rethofique of thine eve, 

Ga.nft whom die worldcannoc holde argument, 
Perfwade my hart to this falfe pcrlutie? 

1 ‘ <or C T heC ' O ‘ okc deferue not punillunent. 

A Woman I forlvvore, but I will proue. 

Thou being a GoddelfeJ forfworc not thee, 

~.y ' ow y v ' as earthly, thou a heauenly Loue, 

I hy grace being gain Je, cures all difgrace in mee. 
Vowesare but breath,and breath a jraroure is.' 

P, e "^ u faire Slinne > which on my earth doofilhine, 
TiX i t,IS vapour-vow in thee it is: 
ir broken then.it is no fault ofminc; 
it by mee broke, W hat foole is not fo wife, 

‘ ° an o*. to winn a Parra'dife? 

£r °' 1 hls is UjeJyticr vcine, which makes flefn a deirie. 

Agreene 




